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He used to employ models and, of course, whenever a visitor came these
would run away to hide behind a curtain. One day a statesman and his
wife called with their son of ten. The artist and the two visitors got
talking and the boy slipped away to explore the studio. He came back
quite excited to his father, a pillar of nonconformity: 'Dad, I've just
been talking to Eve!' "
"That kind of thing would not happen in a studio to-day. The
model would remain sitting and would probably be introduced and
make one of the party. There is no shame in the nude in an artist's
studio."
G.B.S. smiled. "An actress had to come on the stage in a long loose
robe and for a moment she forgot to hold it up and it fell to the floor.
She had nothing on underneath, but being a great actress she pretended
that it was all intentional and the effect was instantaneous. It was so
wonderful that we were all spellbound! However, that was the only
time it happened. She never repeated it."
We all clung obsessively to our varied interests to keep our minds off
the wrar. Shaw's interests were all-comprehensive, but he was giving
a great deal of his time to the drawing up of his will.
"Where's the hurry?" I asked.
"It's the only fun permitted nowadays. There must be many expectant
benefactors who think I've kept them waiting too long. Some have died
of the lingering illness of waiting. I suppose I ought not to keep them
dangling so long; they'll be suggesting that there is malice in my survival.
Many have given up all chance of earning an honest living and are living
in the lap of penury boasting of their wealthy relative far away in foreign
England. It is not a good thing for people to wait for money to be left
to them. There is quite a lot of it in Ireland. They live without the least
knowledge of my desires or interests. I shall not leave my money to
individuals if I can help it. I am leaving it to such institutions as I am
interested in and I haven't yet made up my mind which. I am getting
hundreds of letters advising me as to what to do with my money, that I
should support poets, unrecognized artists, unpublished authors and, of
course, I am to finance every crank organization in the world. I'll do
just what I want to do. Still, I like people to write to me about it; it
makes the humblest deal with large sums for a moment. Do you think
other wealthy people receive so much gratuitous advice?"
"I rather think you are favoured more than others because you have